THE PSYCHOLOGY OF HATRED AND LOVE 

Somebody said just the other day 

That the draft may or may not be re-opened 

Well what about the 3 wars we're in? 

Who's to say what will happen? 

I know that I appear paranoid 

But I have every reason to believe that I'm being lied to 

All the time 

Maybe there's no such thing as Libya! 

Maybe the Earth is really flat! 

But in any case, I have a message to share with anyone 

Who thinks that I ought to get drafted 

Who thinks that anyone ought to get drafted 

Who can't tell the difference between the draft 

And slavery 

To anyone who thinks that the draft is a . . . good idea: 

If you come to my door to tell me that my body doesn't belong to me anymore 

That from here on out, it belongs to the army 

To be used maliciously 

To kill families 

To bomb hospitals 

To spread Agent Orange across once beautiful plains 

Securing the fate of thousands of 3 legged babies 

Frog-faced children, robbed of healthy conception 

To defend big-Texas oil with my life 

Then I say to you 

From the bottom of my heart 

Go fuck yourself 

Make yourself useful and go kill yourself 

I will not join your army 

I will not support your slave trade 

No matter how many babies you grind in your gears of putrefaction 

Infecting the world with GMO seeds 

Life will return 

Even if our Earth gets destroyed by your games 

Life will nonetheless return somewhere else 

Somewhere, there are forces at work 

To keep you from achieving what you're after 

Because you will never gain complete control 

Complete power over reality 

Complete wealth 

Unbreakable legacy 

Complete subordination from the poor 

Complete realization of your greed 

Not without devising a few good advertisements 



Not without selling the sexuality of young birds not old enough to fly on their own 

Not without cherry-picking the eyes right out of writhing infant skulls 

Not without pirating land from below the feet of generations unborn 

Not without removing the vast wealth of souls from the face of the planet 

Oh I know that some say that such things don't exist . . . souls, that is . . . 

That's because it takes one to know one! 

You will never find the cure for your soul sickness 

Because you don't have a soul to cure 

Your greed . . . pervades 

Zombies, all of you 

Enjoy the hell you founded 

Enjoy dwelling like asthmatic pigs in the fermented cum of Global America 



LITTLE HANDS 

like a little pair of hands molded to the shape of a cup 

only by the strangest tugging of the wires 

i believe that as we walk there is something higher 

in phantasmagoria i sense my eyes to see the floor is fire 

my heart is origami 
a spiders web with solid surface 
the fertile dirt sounds so soft 
it must be here 

and if you call to me 
where my face becomes a furnace 
and pierce the borders so soft 
you must be there 



i'd been swollen shut since birth (the first time i had ever held a shovel) 
an unwitting gardener, i was so startled when i woke up 
to be inside your body, to find your flowers and watch them grow up 
within a little pair of hands molded in the shape of a cup 

CUT AND PASTE 

do you remember the impression? 
is it something too hard to undo? 
even though it kills you so? 
or is it simply invisible? 

into a crucible of waveforms 
where i have a piece of you 
and a piece of you floats away 

did you get the message coming? 
amongst the impersonal waves? 
before your eyes were so dim 
that you were dead before the sun? 
(decomposing like a grown-up child) 

into the waves! 

entering the void! 

there is no such thing as a stranger! 

where autism shines 

and emperors use shovels! 

equidistant waves, oh if i only could 

I'd show you this place! 

if it only were real we'd run around here 

I'd show you around, oh if i only could 

but it's all equidistant paths 

and you're so far away 



RECIPE FOR FUN 

Kissing the Blarney Stone 

Singing odes to the Orphic Egg 

Rolling loaded dice 

Partaking in what the saints drink at night 



And filing for divine bankruptcy 



ARBITRARY GAMES 

I typed Monsanto into Microsoft Word 

I was waiting for that red worm to tell me that I misspelled something 

But language itself was re- written, even the 10 sephira of the cabala 

Were unrecognizable in the eyes of the techno-viscera 

Oh by whose pen did the Word get writ, anyway? 

For you see, that red corrective worm never came 

For the title of that blind beast 

Bore an Official Name 

It was a primal Fall, not 'the', just 'a' 

(An arbitrary game) 

Oh don't get mad, for you see 

We all are the same 



A TRIBUTE TO JORGE LUIS BORGES 

After reading the parable of the tiger, I saw Time Itself as vertical thread 

Not a tunnel, but a weave 

The skies and Hell were united, in that they were simply layers 

In an infinite universe 

For my life's mission: I wanted to become godlike, to rescue the dregs (where I felt I 

was at home) from being swallowed by unnamable, dark fate 

I wanted to dwell in Hell so that I could send SOS signal to sympathetic angels 

above 

But knowing that God is vengeful (why must angels always despise demons?) 

I could only feel the bitter indignation of slaves 

(And of course, who made the rope? . . .) 

Even if I achieved the role of Godhead 

That very head must still rest upon the grand stage that is the Universe 

(And where did that stage come from? . . .) 

Nonetheless, when the moment of transformation came over me 

When time stopped being an irreversible tunnel, and became a vertical rope 

The Art of Weaving made it possible to Transcend; New vistas of self-reflection 

made themselves available: 

Perhaps futility itself is the Grand Illusion, the wheel of Samsara, and Maya? 

I feel compelled, day in and day out 
To look myself in my past's eye 



To strain to the point of insanity 

To find Recognition, for the sake of the world, for the chance that real Healing 

could exist 

You wrote once, not more than 100 words 

Of a tiger finding God; and God said to the tiger: 

You will live your life imprisoned in your form 

But that very form will become a symbol used by Poets - it is written in the scheme 

of the Universe! 

And here is my tribute: 

You once wrote, "Space, Time and Borges are leaving me" 

Well then, what was left over? Your vertical rope, connecting the layers of the 

universe 

Your worlds-within-worlds, much like Joyce's Ineluctable Modalities, have given 

me the clarity to see that Hell IS Heaven 

And what am I? A piece of rope 

And what was that tiger? A piece of rope 

And what was Borges? A piece of rope 

And what are Heaven and Hell? The ends of the rope (both identical) 



LISTEN 

When people speak to each other 

Every word of conversation 

Is a wriggling sperm looking for its egg 

Listen closely . . . you may give birth to a thought 



AW YOUNG LOVE 

Darling tell me that we both matter 
Show me what it means to be alive 
No one ever thought to warn me 
They simply hadn't gone as far . . . 

I see them from a hundred years in the future 
I see myself seeing them now 
Screaming basements, deafened hallways 
No one knows why or how! 

Why did you leave so quickly? 
Are neither of us alive? 
(What's the difference between 



A 'relationship' and a 'sacrificial rite'?) 

You're like a dirty sock 
A homeless man clutches at night 
While he prays to the seasons 
That someone, someday . . . 



ZEN'd 

I threw a pebble in the water 

And watched my face lose it's shape in the reflection 

Every thought I have is like that pebble 

But I can't so readily see how I've changed in the process 

I can only hear those incoming bells . . . 



SHAKING A FRIEND OUT OF A TREE 

Shake the ground 

See what falls 

Into your arms reaching out 

I just know that someone somewhere must be hiding 

I don't know where 

But I just know that someone somewhere wants to meet me 



(DUMB LUCK) COULD'VE BEEN ANYBODY 

She was a perfect 101 could tell 

She knew the balance of heaven and hell 

I was a man with movies to share 

I wrote a story that happened nowhere 

Maybe we'll both like the same shit from youth 
When we're both too old to find someone-or- thing new 
We'll sit near the TV, take drugs and make art 
We'll never grow old, cause that's not who we are 

I took some bomb acid and found my way home 
But even with you I am still all alone 
Many patterns of fractals reflecting my fate 
A wish to return - to be a completely blank slate 



A PUZZLE 

Shepherd and sheep 
Everyone weeps 
No one alone 
Everyone home 



AN IMAGE 

With one small flick of snot 
Infinite apocalypse 



ONE MORE PUZZLE 

you're like a wagon wheel 

water bearing 

glassy body 

trumpet flowers in your eyes 

and it's all about to come 



